ANGKOR,  A PILGRIMAGE

men are content to let their visions pass into the
air like wreaths of smoke. Others, the fanatics
of travel, are lured by them impulsively; they
tread buoyantly these airy citadels. But to take
a step to meet them is to accept their challenge ;
after that there is no turning back. It is as if one
had made a vow to a saint to build a shrine or
make a pilgrimage in consideration of some re-
prieve. It may be, to be delivered from the
haunts of men similar to oneself, to be projected
from this common place to that unknown and
presumably desirable one. But whenever it be,
the vow is binding to most honest fellows, who,
sooner than they think, feel the flints grow sharp
about their feet, and find that the only joy in the
pilgrimage is the fierce exaltation of seeing it
through.

Nevertheless there are places in the East with
a spell to which one must be instantly subject,
places which can gain little from the alchemy I
have spoken of. Hitt is one of these and Hilleh ;
and there are Kenham and Lhasa and Pharijong-
and Kanburi, and many other strange and hidden
places I could call to mind. But on me, as no
doubt on any other white man who has seen it,
Angkor Wat has exercised a greater spell than any
place on earth. So that whenever I read of, or
hear any casual talk of the " call/' " mystery/' or
" fascination " of the East, I see Angkor at once
with its deserted terraces and causeways and its
extraordinary unimaginable secret, a splendid
brave old ruin, showing no traces of any human
meddling for the last thousand years, but fighting
inch by inch its grim interminable battle of twenty
centuries with the forest trees,
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